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About the Cover: For those of 
you who have wondered what Sansar is all 
about, Ervare travels there with an open 
mind and struggles to make sense of it. 
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beyond art: 
a travel to sansar 


: O 


by ervare 


aybe I am too stupid. Maybe I 
Me stubborn. Maybe I am both. 

This all does not go for my PC. 
The PC is top notch. The graphics card 
is nearly as long as my forearm. 
NVIDIA cycles for me and prays for 
my digital life. My kids are jealous of 
my machine. They are both gamers, 
one is an app developer, goes by the 
name Herzstein. A main storage of 64 
GByte and a | TByte SSD should be 
fine for Sansar. So I give it again a try 
after reading that Linden Lab has 
dramatically cut down its Sansar staff. 


After over one year of absence I am 
logging in! I use my coded real name. 
At the time I created my account 
Sansar wanted a reasonable identity 
proof. So I am there with Ervare which 
stands ROT-13 coded for Reiner. No 
one will know me. I will have to shout 
that I am Art Blue. I am entering the 
lobby, they call it the Nexus. I look 
around. I step to the greeter who offers 
me, when I pass the test, some credits. 
I pass. I get the codex. Despite his 
name, Agent Primus, the greeter is a 
machine. Not the smartest, I have to 
admit. I once coded such greeters, so I 
roll my eyes after he greeted me 
repeatedly, with “Welcome back,” 
leaving my question unanswered 
where I will find the place he told me 
to go. I turn to the two living avatars in 
the Nexus. They are AFK. One hour 
later when I will log off, they will be 
still there. 


On December 14th, I spoke at the 
OSCC19 Opensimulator about the 
AFK syndrome, called it the Advanced 
Functionality Key. It was meant to 
create laughing for what I will have to 
present. A Life in a Fridge! “Extinction 
Global,” the title of my speech. How 
can we prevent prims, sculpties and 
mesh art from living in vain? I 
suspected many will use the chance for 
a conference break when my fridge 
will open on a click. 


Today my mission is more serious. 
When old Lindens have to go, some 
over 15 years in the company, then the 
question of life is beyond the fridge 
where I keep the frozen Commander 
Powell from Dark Star inside. 


I log in today to get to know why 
nearly no one I know is in Sansar. 
Nevertheless, I have hopes of seeing 
the intended future and then writing on 
it for rez Magazine. HighFidelity had 
the technology but not the users. The 
code will stay, it is opensource, but 
that’s it. Phil Rosedale’s front end 
system at a full stop. VR and social 
grouping seem not to handshake in a 
virtual world, or will they? For Sansar, 
it is recommended to use a VR Headset 
as well. I have to admit I don’t have an 
Oculus. I know such headsets well. I 
wear them when visiting shows and 
fairs. I took part at an extended game 
experience at Zero Latency, a company 
which expands and opens one gaming 


shop after the next. In total they have 
now about 50. Therefore, I know that a 
VR Headset can provide interaction. 
You walk around in a room wearing a 
headset and you talk to others, meet 
others, shoot others, whatever. Best to 
give you an idea how this looks by a 
20 seconds creative sneak into a world 
called Engineerium. You find it at 
YouTube with the help of this link: 
https://youtu.be/UMKgPkvUTpg. = In 
case you are more into action games, 
then go for one minute into a battle 
with Zero Latency VR _ called 
Singularity at https://youtu.be/U_w- 
UdyjPx0. 
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The Afterlife Screen 


After a software update that worked 
smoothly, I manage to be in Sansar. I 
will use my usual keyboard and mouse. 
WASD the traditional keys for 
movement. The login was spectacular. 
I shall film it. A liquid code creates a 
passage like a waterfall of bitcoins 
running from the sky showing the 
eternity of a digital life. Is the 
background painted in UA Blue, the 
universal blue? Has Sansar traced my 
IP address to know Art Blue is coming 
and, therefore, shows me the screen I 


dream about seeing when my analog 
life turns digital? Maybe the coder has 
read The Gods of Informatics and 
shares now the secrets? I can’t believe 
that people complain about the endless 
waiting to log in. It is so nice to dream 
this way when you change from one 
region to the next. It is another login 
procedure, you know. 


“Tt all happens at once. The Blue room 
does it. I understand the message of 
the Vellum as I see me dying. The 
message: “Avatar deletion in 
progress”’ appears and a white body 
falls down on the blue screen being 
smashed into pieces of broken glass of 
a mirror. Once born as bitlice in a 
nanotech exoskeleton from the devil 
Eresch and the angel Metatron, keeper 
of the Cant who emanates the world in 
singing spheres, in melodies by the 
ones who develop the Cant, the code of 
the art of life, in early days called 
Unkin.”’ 


From The Gods of Informatics, first 
printed in rez Magazine. The End: The 
Next Bluescreen, October 2014] 


The music that Sansar is playing when 
logging in makes my mind _ spin. 
Loneliness at its finest. 


Yes, I am alone. The machine and me. 
We call such a machine an NPC. I was 
a major baker for an NPC in the game 
Son of Nor. The NPC there was 


steered by an EPOC headset reading 
human brainwaves. That might be the 
reason I am biased and ignore the 
greeter and Avatars being AFK. I said I 
am alone. That’s not fully true. I have 
Juliette, the co-curator of 1Biennale on 
screen share. Her computer is not 
strong enough for Sansar. She talks to 
me, “Where I shall go, what button to 
press.” Like I am stupid. Maybe I am 
stubborn. I repeat myself. I shout to 
Juliette, “Shut your mouth. I am not 
stupid.” It is too much. I bang against 
walls, all dark. Now I am truly alone. I 
visit all three installations of Bryn Oh. 
I must be stupid. I see just three rooms. 
Each installation one room and around 
them all dark and black? I grab a seat 
with ALT+X and mouse focus. At least 
a chair dangles now around me. Soon I 
will get to know that these places 
might be the avant garde. Loneliness 
and fading off is the concept. Bryn Oh 
writes a unique message. The quality is 
the same as in SL, I just have troubles 
walking, navigating, focusing. You are 
right - - with a VR headset I might not 
have this. 


I go to A Victorian Christmas. I am 
alone. It is December 17th, 11 PM 
PDT. I go to Night time in the small 
town. I see a house. Must be a busy 
place, “Most visited.” I activate my 
mic, say, “Hello.” No one around. I 
enter the house at small town. Indeed 
the town has only three houses. I go 
into the biggest one. There is a living 


room. I have passed the tutorial. I 
know the deal. I select a target. I want 
to sit on the chair. Yeah, now I stand 
on it. I made it on the chair. Standing 
on a chair is not what I had in mind. I 
walk to the fridge. I should smile. 
Normally I would do, but in the 
meantime I expect the worst. I’m not 
disappointed. I click on the fridge. I do 
the magic ALT+X and move my 
mouse on the fridge. The navigation 
beam detects nothing interactive. I 
scream. “Juliette?” She responds, “I 
see it does not open.” She does not add 
her wisdom that I shall press ... there 
is nothing to press. She knows 
PlayStation, she has an X-Box, she 
knows usually what to press. She was 
passing with me the tutorial, you know 
by screen sharing. I am sweating. I 
only want out. Good that I don’t have 
Oculus. I could not have shared my 
screen and would have been alone in 
my cries not being able to open the 
fridge. 


Sansar at Hand 
A few days later, I cooled down. 


I met Bryn Oh in SL and shared my 
experience in Sansar, chatwise. I was 
asked, “Art, have you been there at my 
newest installation, called Hand?” I 
said, “Sure, I was at all three that came 
up in Search.” Bryn asked, “Did you 
take the elevator?” My _ response, 
“What elevator? I saw only a cabin and 
a girl sitting on a red bench.” 


So I logged in again to Sansar, texting 
in parallel to Bryn Oh on SL. I found a 
staircase where I fell always off when 
trying to walk up. Bryn asked, “What 
headset are you using?” I said, “I use 
keyboard and mouse. I know that 
world is not really made for it, but ...” 


After some exchange of words where I 
clicked this and that, I suddenly saw 
myself put in crouch mode. “That 
happened to Cica as well,” Bryn said. 


What a relief. Now I could walk up the 
stairs, whose design could go well as 
an elevator in an old subway station. I 
made it up to the open sky. I saw light! 
Time for a break. 


information on 


I Googled some 
controls and found a keyboard control 
layout. What a difference to Agent 
Primus, who gave me credits for being 
ready for Sansar. If I would have been 
in the role of a teacher I would not 
have let myself pass. At least I would 
have given myself some advice, like: 
“You may use ALT+C to switch to 
crouch mode for a slow walk. This 
gives you a smooth control of the 
WASP navigation keys. If it is all dark 
around you, press right mouse and 
move it forward. You will see the 


ceiling, maybe even the sky!” But 
Agent Primus might not know of such 
things. The official keyboard layout 
does not show the crouch ALT+C 
function. Also, there should be 
information coming 
when ALT+X is 
taken off from the 
list of possible 
actions on a land 
and not a “grrr” 
sound coming up. 
With ALT+X you 
can teleport nicely 
to a destination you 
mark. This you 
learn from Agent 
Primus. You can 
use ALT-X usually 
like a jump to a 
place or prim you 
select. I used it for 
trying to sit in 
small town, you 
know. In Bryn Oh’s _ installation, 
“Hand,” ALT+X did not work for me, 
so I crouched for an hour around and 
found amazing things to explore and to 
listen to. 


I know there is more that I must have 
missed. Bryn Oh told me I should 
climb up a ladder. That might be 
beyond Art’s capabilities. Art Blue is a 
bad climber, you know. 


The perfect way to ring in the new year! 


Opening in January 


Journey Through 
Cinema With Us! 


“FLICK” 


January 12th & 26th 
6pm SLT 
February 2nd 
1pm SLT 


Join us at the 
Mile High Club 
for our monthly 
dance show 
Monday Nights! 


Choreographers 
come take our stage 
Every third Sunday 
for 


OPEN DANCE 


Any level of expertise welcome! 
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Join “The Art Factory” group inworld for information on shows! 


Be | 
~ Confessions of [ 


eter Williamson strode into St. 

Augustine’s Hospital in 

Chicago, Illinois with relaxed 

assurance and approached the 
front desk. No one could have 
imagined what was about to unfold, 
and either can you, dear reader. “I’m 
frightfully sorry, but I seem to have 
lost my way. Might you be able to help 
me?” 


“TIl try my best,’ said a_ kindly 
receptionist in the sweeping atrium just 
inside the entrance to the seven-story 
icon of the Southside. Her brunette- 
dyed hair was pulled up in a bun, held 
with a small silver butterfly. Lots of 
political favors were traded to uproot 
the poor immigrant community that 
had occupied this neighborhood for a 
hundred years to make way for the best 
medical care money can buy. “State- 
of-the-art” appeared more than once in 
the slick brochures sitting in numbers 
on the glass-topped side table next to 
the chair from which Dr. K had had 
just risen. 


‘Tm Dr. Krzyzewski, Chief of 
Pulmonary Surgery at North 
Middlesex Hospital in Edmonton, just 
outside of London, and I’m looking for 
the Physician’s Lounge, and I seem to 
have lost my way.” Dr. K_ looked 
directly into the eyes of the middle- 
aged woman, who all but swooned 
over his smooth British charm . . . and 
especially that winning smile. Lost 


your way, my ass. You’re shameless, 
Petey. Shameless. “If I may say so, 
this hospital offers the highest level of 
service of any institution I’ve visited so 
far in the States. And the most 
attractive.” Dr. K laid it on thick. It 
was over the top, shameless flirting . . . 
the sort that you no longer see on either 
side of The Pond . . . but Betty Dern 
was lapping it up. 


“Why thank you .. . Doctor,” looking 
at his name plate, not even attempting 
to pronounce the name she had just 
heard but just as soon forgotten. “TI 
know, I know... too many consonants, 
but what’s a poor Polish Jew living in 
London to do?” She looked at the soft 
cast on his right arm. “Oh, you’ve had 
an accident.” 


“Yes, well, I’m afraid I’m not as good 
as squash as I thought. I was playing 
the Vice Chancellor of York last week 
and I thought I’d show him a thing or 
two. Seems like I ended up learning a 
little humility. Hairline fracture. Six 
weeks.” 


You may forgive her for blushing 
deeply as she spoke with a noticeable 
tremor in her voice. “I’m sorry. Let me 
start over.” Betty gathered herself. 
“The Physician’s Lounge in on the 
third floor, but you need security 
access to get on that floor. Do you 
have a badge yet?” 


I was told all that would be taken care 
of and I’m desperately in need of the 
facilities and a quiet space to write my 
grant proposal. I presume I’m on your 
list?” Dr. K was middle-aged with 
graying temples that added, not 
subtracted, from his overall handsome 
good looks. His crisp navy pinstripe 
suit sported a very official looking 
white name plate attached above his 
pocket. “Dr. Theodore Krzyzewski, 
Chief of Surgery” with the faint 


background image of a _ Victorian 
hospital building. 

Betty glanced at the _ security 
clearances, not seeing Dr. 


Krzyzewski’s name among the cleared 
visitors. “I’m afraid the security folks 
are at lunch right now, or I’d give you 
a badge right now.” The minute Dr. K 
looked in her eyes again, he knew she 
had given up any resistance to his 
charms. He simply smiled at her 
without saying a word. “I can’t tell you 
how many times my name _ has 
flummoxed well-meaning people. I can 
hardly blame them.” 


“Well . . . I suppose I could just issue 
you a badge and let the folks in 
security know later.” 


“If you think that’s necessary,” and 
with the way he said it and the look she 
gave him back, he knew she wasn’t 
going to call security. How do you do 
it, Petey? She could lose her job, and 


nonetheless prints you out an access 
badge without a second thought. Nicely 
done. 


“Just swipe this on the access pad to 
the left of the door, first one on the 
right. Enjoy your stay here... 
Doctor,” she said hesitantly. “Oh, and 
the elevator bank is over there,” 
pointing to the palms at the far side of 
the lobby. “Please let me know if 
there’s anything else I can do for you.” 
She blushed again. 


“T will make a point of returning, if 
nothing else to thank you for your 
kindness,” and with that, Dr. K made 
his way to the elevator bank. 
Showtime, Petey. 


* Oe Ox 


Dr. K swiped his badge on the reader 
and the double glass doors slid open to 
reveal a carpeted and nicely furnished 
lounge, replete with splashy acrylic 
abstracts on the walls, flanking a large 
wall-mounted television announcing 
the latest stock quotes. He carefully 
scanned the rest of the suite, noting the 
nearby counter, topped with assorted 
fresh fruits, cheese and crackers, a 
refrigerated case with soft drinks and 
bottled beer, and an industrial sized 
espresso machine, which seemed to 
have received more attention than any 
of the other items put together. Two 
quite attractive female doctors sat close 


to a table of magazines, legs crossed, 
the prettiest one gesticulating and 
drawing circles in the air and adding 
punctuation with her manicured index 
finger. A group of four male doctors 
were huddled around a larger table in a 
deep bitch session about assorted 
administrative failings at St. 


Augustine, when Dr. K approached. 


“Pardon me, but I’m _ Theodore 
Krzyzewski, Chief of Pulmonary 
Surgery at North Middlesex Hospital 
in Edmonton, England, and I’m 
visiting your impressive hospital in the 
hopes of learning a thing or two from 
you Yanks. Please call me Teddy.” Dr. 
K flashed his signature smile and 
without delay, one by one the doctors 
stood, smiled back, and extended their 


hands, each in tum 


themselves. 


introducing 


“Churchill famously said we’re two 
nations divided by a common 
language, but I’ve never subscribed to 
that rubbish. From what I’ve seen so 
far, there’s not much daylight between 
how we treat the infirmed, although I’d 
give my prized cricket bat 
for one of those da Vinci 
robotic surgical systems 
you have here.” 


“Indeed,” spoke Dr. 
Swift. “They make us 
look like better surgeons 
than we really are. I’m 
afraid we may all be out 
of a job soon,” and 
everyone laughed 
nervously, knowing that 
there was more than a 
kernel of truth in that. 


“T believe that’s precisely 
the point, Doctor....,” and 
Dr. K paused to look at 
his new friend’s name plate for a 
reminder. “mmm... Doctor Swift,” and 
Dr. K again picked up his normal 
conversational rhythm. “Excuse me, 
but I’m afraid I’m being paged. You 
can leave the work but, unfortunately, 
the work never leaves you.” Dr. K 
pulled his phone from his pocket and 
pretended to speak to another party. 
“Yes? What seems to be the matter?” 


and he paused, furrowing his brow. “I 
see. Well then, 25mgs of Alprazolam 
and call Dr. Sanders at once. Yes. Yes, 
without delay. Thank you.” And with 
that, Dr. K turned back to Dr. Swift 
and said with a smile, “I used to be 
able to get away from the OR from 
time to time, but not anymore with 
these infernal devices,” as he slipped 
his phone back in his pocket. 


“Interested in thoracic surgery at all 
Dr. Swift?” asked Dr. K, boldly 
stepping into territory that made almost 
no sense to him at all. “I’m treating 
this chap for a nasty mesothelioma 
with an extrapleural pneumonectory. 
[Pll be removing his right lung in 
addition to portions of his diaphragm, 
pericardium and of course the pleura. 
We certainly don’t want any 
lymphedema to set in, although I just 
finished a treatise on the best practices 
for shunting fluid from the dilated 
lymphatics to the adjacent venules to 
reduce the pressure. He’s a bit anxious, 
so I’m dealing with that at the 
moment.” Nicely done, Dr. K. It almost 
sounds like you know what you’re 
talking about. Very shrewd to have 
memorized that one speech. 


“Well, Theodore..[’m the wrong 
person to discuss these matters with, 
but I know just the person with whom 
you’d have a fascinating tete a tete, our 
esteemed thoracic surgeon and new 
father of twin girls as of two days ago, 


Dr. Krauss. He’s just preparing for 
surgery in a bit but he said he’d drop 
by before he went into the operating 
theater.” Dr. Swift seemed pleased to 
put two experts together to match wits 
and Dr. K wasn’t the slightest bit 
nervous about the prospect. 


“Smashing! I look forward to your 
introduction, Dr. Swift, and now, if 
you'll forgive me, I think I’ll treat my 
thirst, given that you have such a 
hospitable array of beverages. May I 
get any of you anything? Any 
Boddington’s by chance, chaps?” said 
Dr. K, with a half-serious tone. “Afraid 
not, Teddy. You'll have to make due 
with a Bud Light.” “Well, in that case, 
some sparkling water seems preferable. 
Excuse me, gentlemen, but I’ll be back 
in a moment.” Well, that went well. You 
haven t lost your touch, Petey. 


Dr. K_ nonchalantly made his way 
toward to two female doctors, plucking 
two flowers from the vase on the 
counter he passed by, but his moment 
appeared to have passed as they rose to 
their feet and gathered their things. 
“See you ‘round campus, Shelley. 
Good luck with the event tonight. 
Remember...breathe!” Shelley turned 
and made a hasty exit, but the other 
remained for a moment, noticing Dr. 
K’s approach. 


“T hope it wasn’t me,” smiled Dr. K, 
extending his hand to the pretty 


brunette. “Dr. Krzyzewski ... visiting 
from abroad and way out of my league 
with two such lovely ladies.” There 
goes the smile again. “Hello, I’m Amy 
Frost. Welcome to the asylum. We 
don’t get visitors here that often and 
none with your manners. I flirted with 
a pulmonary round — even did a few 
thoracic surgeries myself, but decided 
on Pediatric surgery instead. More my 
style.” Dr. Frost flashed a smile of her 
own that, while not quite as winning as 
Dr. K’s, certainly was capable of 
melting a heart here or there. Her eyes 
didn’t retreat from his. 


“T certainly don’t want to keep you if 
you and your colleague were just 
leaving. I’m afraid I’m a bit lost here, 
but I’m sure I can navigate my way 
around. It’s just that, well....never 
mind about that ...” 


“Not at all, Doctor. If there’s anything 
I can help you with, I’d be more than 
happy to do so,” still looking into his 
eyes. Dr. K knew at that moment that 
there would be no resistance from Dr. 
Amy. From the way she looked at him 
... her eyes staying on his for a beat 
too long ...” Jf there’s anything I can 
help you with.... ANYTHING AT ALL... 


“Well, Amy....May I call you 
Amy?....’m staying at The Four 
Seasons and nothing would make me 
happier than if you’d join me for a 
cocktail there at the end of the day to 


fill me in on what’s really going on in 
this fabulous hospital. Here, I believe 
these are yours....” and Dr. K handed 
Amy the two flowers he had purloined 
a moment earlier. 


“T don’t normally blush, Doctor, but I 
just might make an exception in this 
case,” said Amy, with that slight 
Southern drawl, blushing noticeably, 
but trying her utmost not to show it. 
Dr. K took her hand in his ... almost 
kissed it. “I’m very much looking 
forward to seeing you later tonight.” 
Dr. K turned and was about to say his 
goodbyes and head to the exit when 
there was a commotion near the back. 


“Code Blue in the  Physician’s 
Lounge...STAT!” Dr. K heard the 
almost instantaneous alarm over the 
hospital’s PA = system. CODE 
BLUE...CODE BLUE ... It too less 
than half a minute for the well- 
practiced crew to arrive on the scene 
and execute the protocol they knew all 


so well. Oxygen mask ... CPR ... 
injections of Papaveran ... “One, two, 
three...UP!” and Dr. Kraus was 


hoisted onto the gurney and just as fast 
rushed out of the lounge. 


The chatter in the lounge that ensued 
was chaotic. Doctors used to 
emergency C-Sections and gunshot 
wounds were temporarily rendered 
babbling idiots. “Who was _ it?” 
someone screamed. “Dr. Kraus...he 


was due in the OR in_ five 
minutes...just dropped by to thank a 
colleague for her work. We have a 
patient dying in the OR of a pulmonary 
embolism! My, God! This can’t be 
happening.” 


“We have no options.....Dr. 
Krzyzewski....welcome to Chicago! 
There is no Plan B. Scrub up, for 
God’s sake!” 


“Well, Pl scrub, but I insist that Dr. 
Frost attend. Dr. Frost, lead the way,” 
and he grabbed Amy’s hand in his. Dr. 
Amy’s instincts kicked in and without 
any pause took Dr. K’s hand and led 
him out of the lounge. “Bet you didn’t 
see this coming, Doctor. We don’t 
have time to stand on ceremony here at 
St. Augustine’s. It’s seat of the pants 
all the way.” 


“T?m only too happy to help as I can, 
Amy. I suppose there’s no alternative. 
I’ve performed this surgery a hundred 
times . . . can do it in my sleep. Let’s 
go save this poor bloke. I won’t be able 
to actually use the scalpel, but I can 
talk you through any rough spots.” Dr. 
K ran behind Amy and darted left into 
the double doors of the OR. “Gloves to 
the left, sinks to the right.” You must be 
supremely happy you thought of the 
soft cast. Now, what are you going to 
do, Petey? A hundred times? A man’s 
life hangs in the balance. 


In the glare of the operating room, a 
team was already assembled, the 
patient anesthetized on the table. And 
the women come and go, speaking of 
Michelangelo... A young doctor 
approached Dr. K. “So, you’re the 
knight in shining armor. Don’t have 
time to worry about Dr. Krauss now. 
This man needs our full attention. BP 
steady 140 over 80, vitals okay, 
although his chloride levels are 
unusually high. He’s prepped and 
ready when you are. The x-rays are 
over here.” 


“Dr. Frost will be performing the 
surgery and I’ll be whispering into her 
ear. Let’s have a look.” No quite as 
romantic as a suite at The Four 


Seasons, but this will have to do. Dr. K 
and Amy scrutinized the X-rays and 
Dr. K began to hum. 


“There are two ways we can approach 
this. Which way seems the best to you? 
I’m not testing you, but I certainly 
have my preference.” Dr. K looked 
inquiringly into Dr. Swift’s eyes, his 
heart racing. “Well, there’s only one 
way I know of....he’s already had a 
catheter in his thigh, but that obviously 
didn’t work. He’ll need subcutaneous 
low molecular weight haparins for the 
parenteral anticoagulants, followed by 
dalteparin, but he needs that clot out 
right now. I’d make a lateral incision 
here (pointing to the x-ray), open him 
up and suction it out, if possible.” 


“Excellent. Precisely.” Couldn’t have 
said it better yourself, Petey. Couldn’t 
have had that speech prepared, could 
you? 


The surgery was successful, and back 
at the lounge, the double doors opened 
and Dr. K and Dr. Swift strode in to 
welcoming cheers. There was a festive 


party atmosphere and people Dr. K had 
never seen before were clapping him 
on his back. 


Dr. K raised his voice above the 
crowd. “You see, it’s really all in the 
wrist,” raising his soft cast in the air. 
“Seriously, the congratulations 
shouldn’t be for some English chap 
who happened to be visiting, but for a 
truly outstanding physician who’s here 
every day, and I refer, of course, to 
Doctor Amy Swift. So, three cheers to 
this brilliant doctor who saved a life 
today. She’s the hero here, not some 
washed up squash player from 
London.” 


“Who are you really?” she asked, 
pulling the sheets up to her neck. “You 
drop out of the sky and you’re flying 


away in the morming, leaving 
everyone, and especially me, 
breathless.” 


Dr. K pressed his lips against Amy's 
cheek and reached across the king 
sized bed at the hotel, stretching for the 
champagne glasses. “Here’s to life’s 
mysteries. You thrill me, my darling,” 
and as they clinked glasses, they each 
flashed their signature smiles. 


Nicely done... 
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| s of 2018, the World Health Organization lists these suicide facts in the US: 


The statistics in this World Health Organization overwhelmed 
picture are compiled fy NOTE) Ieadting cause of each. individual loses 
with information 2 presale 229 pe Sib socidedoir hope and _ the 
from the Center for an Ree ee ae Rleisuleige. desire to keep 
Disease Control, | agjandup: living. If you 
Tavistock Adult &: 12 nay 50 want to help 
Depression = Study ee rates of suicide fin Ameren prevent a person 
(TADS), American Indias Caucseiensiendisleskap Natives. who has become 
Association of £ 1 athe peoplewhom exgedence hopeless and 
Suicidology (AAS) G Fe ET con overwhelmed, it 
and National | ing therapyland/or Fadicoion “ase Tee is a good idea to 
Alliance on Mental © colt ga get involved in 
Illness (NAMI). 10 Fog2S;suicide eattemprsstheneriselysuccessful educating 

Euicides ron elderlyathataratioyraises ito 1 in 4. yourself about 
Global facts in 2018 suicide. If online 
did not seem to be resources can 
any better. According to my findings, help at least one person from 
there was approximately one suicide attempting suicide, then that one 
death every 40 seconds. That is about person survives and, in turn, their 


800,000 people a year and it is the 
second leading cause of death between 
the ages of 15 and 24 years. 


What can be done about this? 
Awareness is a _ key factor in 
understanding how to help. Most 
people that do not experience 
depression do not understand a person 
who does. Let’s talk about what is 
suicide, how can someone help prevent 
someone from attempting suicide, and 
stop the loss of a loved one. Suicide is 
the act of taking one’s own life due to 
intolerable mental anguish, despair, 
fear, or pain so unbearable that an 


friends and family will be spared the 
pain and anguish of an unexpected 
sudden death. A suicide-related death 
is considered an untimely death. Most 
of the time people do not see the 
warning signs of suicide and it 
becomes a surprise when they lose a 
loved one from death by suicide. 
Grieving any type of death is usually 
very complex and each individual has 
their own way of processing it. When 
you lose someone through suicide, the 
grieving can be very traumatic and not 
like any a person has ever felt. It’s 
sudden and unexpected as the grieving 
parties, while still in shock, may need 


to deal with police or handle press 
inquiries. These experiences after the 
loss can become even more 
traumatizing to the grieving person. If 
you know someone who is depressed 
or has suicidal thoughts, would you 
know what to do? Most people would 
not. Those of us in Second Life 
actually have resources all over the 
grid for various types of problems and 
now I actually discovered resources to 
educate people about suicide. 


Survivor Tips 


Of = 
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Find a good listener 


set your own limits SETBAC KS 


for on start a support group 


In a virtual environment like Second 
Life, you make connections with 
people. You can find friends, you can 
find love, peoples’ emotions get 
involved and things happen. In any 
situation, in either a virtual world or a 
real world, you may think you know 
someone, but really they are having 
issues that you have no idea about. It is 
a lot easier for someone to present 


} dont panic if feelings return 
physical reactions GIVE YOURSELF 
to grief are commonTIME TO HEAL 


DON'T BE AFRAID TO CRY. TEARS @ be patient > 


themselves as being happy and not 
depressed in a virtual world but it may 
be harder to really know that person 
may be suffering on the other side of 
the screen. Some people online tend to 
be less open about their real life than if 
you met them face to face. Then other 
people seem to be an extension of their 
real self. Either way, until you really 
know someone and how they feel and 
what they are going through, it could 
be a difficult task to help someone who 
doesn’t come 
out and say, 
“Hey, I need 
help.” Aside 
from that, online 
environments 
can be a great 
platform for 
utilizing 
resources that a 
person may not 
want to 
approach right 
away in the real 
world. 


When we use a virtual environment to 
learn about suicide prevention, 
everyone can benefit. You never know 
when or how you may be affected by 
it. Recently, a friend of mine told me 
that a 13 year old girl had shot herself 
and died by suicide. This alarmed me. I 
have kids. I couldn’t bear to think 
about how that parent felt. As a parent, 
I have already experienced losing a 


child. My heart reached out to these 
people I didn’t even know. Hearing 
about this tragedy caused me to want 
to find ways that could prevent these 
things from happening. I had heard 
about Survivors of Suicide in Second 
Life. Then I saw an advertisement for 
the group on a login message. I ended 
up joining the group and ran into a 
Second Life resident named 
BrooklynLemming. In the group she 
wore a tag that said “SOS” Events. I 
thought maybe she could tell me who I 
might contact to find out more about 
SOS. Then I had an idea. Why write 
about another event in SL again? Why 
not find out from the actual volunteers’ 
perspective why they help out. So I 


contacted her in the group and asked if 
I could interview her. At first, she said 
“Oh, you should talk to the owner.” I 
told her “No, I want to know about 
your experience as a volunteer.” So she 


agreed. At that point, a_ very 
unexpected and casual interview 
commenced. 


This is a nice picture of Brooklyn and 
me in front of the current event 
donations sign for Survivors of Suicide 
(SOS). As we chatted, my 
photographer, Autumn Thatch, took 
pictures. 


Brooklyn has been volunteering for 
SOS for the past four or five years, so I 
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asked her what it meant to her to be 
involved with SOS and volunteer for it. 
Her answer was very inspirational. She 
said, “Being a mentor for SOS is both 
a great honor and a very humbling 
experience. It is a blessing for me 
because I get to use my own personal 
experiences and struggles to help 
someone else in their time of need, and 
help them find resources in both 
worlds. It's also very empowering 
because I get to use my own struggles 
to help someone else, which gives me 
a greater sense of purpose and 
perspective.” I asked her how she 
found out about SOS. She said she has 
struggled with depression and anxiety 
her entire adult life, ever since she was 
a teenager and she was in a very bad 
depression. She was on Second Life 
and decided to search for “depression” 
and her search results showed 
Survivors of Suicide. She went and 
visited the sim and she discovered 
what a valuable resource it was for her, 
and this compelled her to want to give 
back. So she became a volunteer. Now 
five years later, she is helping in a big 
way by organizing events and 
mentoring people. 


Through SOS, Brooklyn has learned 
people will always have suicidal 
ideations and it is a big part of the 
depression and anxiety that people 
cope with. People don’t get over the 
issues. SOS has shown her and can 
show others how to gain _ the 


knowledge to utilize the tools needed 
to cope with their suicidal ideations, 
depression and anxiety. Medication 
through a professional psychiatrist, 
Cognitive Behavior Therapy, or 
Dialectical Behavior Therapy (two 
common forms of talk therapy) can 
help immensely. 


I was curious about the actual events 
that SOS is involved with in Second 
Life. Brooklyn explained, “September 
10, 2019, was World Suicide 
Prevention Day #WSPD and we had a 
live event with DJs, live singers, and a 
raffle where we gave away tons of 
gacha prizes, including three photos by 
a professional photographer. It was to 
bring awareness to suicide prevention, 
mental health, and to have some fun 
for our members in hope of reaching 
out to others who don't know about 
SOS. This was the first year we 
incorporated such an event into World 
Suicide Prevention Day. We also had a 
Halloween Bash with DJs, a maze and 
prizes to get more people to see the 
resources available to them and have 
fun in the process.” 


I was really impressed with Brooklyn 
and her dedication, so I asked, “What 
do you personally wish for with SOS's 
future in Second Life?” She responded, 
“I wish for SOS to be able to reach 
anyone and everyone who would 
benefit from an organization like ours 
and I would love to see SOS continue 


to grow, expand and gain more 
support. With exposure, we can 
continue to be there for anyone and 
everyone in the murky world of mental 
health support and __ resources.” 
Brooklyn mentioned that shortly after 
the first of the year, a brain-storming 
session will be conducted about events 
in 2020. When I asked Brooklyn about 
donations, she told me that she wasn’t 
involved in that and I would have to 
speak with Sebastian. 


Sebastien Bouevier is the Managing 
Director of SOS and he promptly sent 
me a message the next morning. I 


spoke to him briefly about the 
donations they get. He informed me 
that aside from their Christmas 
Fundraiser; most of the events they run 
in Second Life don’t really ask for 
donations; they are more about raising 
awareness. The donations they do 
receive are to help offset the costs of 
tier and the website. Anything after 
that goes to help with events. SOS 
strives to keep the members informed 


and to make sure they have fun in the 
process. Anyone can donate at the SOS 
location in Second Life 
https://maps.secondlife.com/secondlife 
/Legenda/46/58/23 to help spread the 
word and make more people aware of 
the resources available to help them. 


SOS is the longest running mental 
health group in Second Life. It is very 
active and even though SOS has events 
during the year, they have a constantly 
active calendar with meetings, classes, 
seminars, video presentations, and mini 
events throughout the year. It seems 
that SOS is a very active community in 
Second Life with a full calendar that 
our readers can peruse at 
https://www.survivorsofsuicides].org/p 
ost/cf2019. I went and peeked at the 
main page of the website at 
https://www.survivorsofsuicidesl.org/ 

and I noticed that right before you to 
enter the site they link you to a list of 
crisis and suicide hotlines abroad and 
locally. In the site you will get access 
to the blog which shows you the up 
and coming and past events hosted by 
the SOS group. When they have 
events, they seem to get quite a few 
popular names in the Second Life 
entertainment arena. Recent events had 
quite a packed lineup, with DJ Noizy, 
DJ Mikey Inc, CQ Bravtiz, Phemie 
Alcott, Maximillion Kleene, Princess 
Pea, Pato Milo, Ry Anne, J Lively, 
Samuel Roberts, and more. You can 
also go to the “Become a Member” 


page and fill out a form to volunteer as 
an official mentor. In order to be a 
member, your avatar has to be at 
minimum six months old, you have to 
have had some firsthand experience 
with a significant mental health issue, 
and have overcome it and have been in 
recovery for a minimum of six months. 
The website shows FAQs and Rules 
for the sim. 


The 
beautiful 
come to it and get resources from the 
library in the Clubhouse, relax in a 
beautiful garden, play games in the 
small gathering area, watch videos or 


sim is a very calming and 


environment. People can 


group presentations, take — stroll or 
cuddle in the beach area, enjoy the 
lighthouse in the sunrise, or go seven 
seas fishing. They just built a new 
meeting area in the sky that has a 
campfire area, waterfalls, and even a 
little meditation area. Please make 
sure and look them up in Second Life 
and visit and get the information you 
need to save a life! 


With this information maybe the next 
young girl who can’t cope with 
depression, anxiety, or trauma will 
have the resources she needs to save 
her family from grieving over the loss 
of a precious life that matters so much 
to them. It’s up to us to make this 
world a better place to live in and help 
those in need. Make sure to take the 
time to check out the resources, 
volunteer where you can, or donate if 
you have the means. Until next time 
this intrepid reporter Barbie Starr is 
signing off. 
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BEACH GALLERY 


Second Life 
Photography 
by Cat Boccaccio 


eee and pulling I struggle for Re 
_ Facing against the opposite and opposing, affirmations. 


ereting, he: to share my ovat heayttl Godly ‘beliefs. 


itis i. t7 st 


. Though aie vl fignader, 


ee Z 
the evils of current temptation advances. 


“Cloaked, in disguise, as social acceptance and pure. 
~ Historical past ‘standards shattered and readily discarded. 
Sah eer asaint a : 


. dragged into the evil immorality of 


The Perfect Way 


Cat Boccaccio 


“Only you make my heart quicken,” said Kenneth, sitting on the edge of the bed. He 
had loosened his tie, and his shirt, a size too big in an attempt minimize his weight 
gain, bunched around his abdomen. He was pale and white. 


They were in the Presidential Suite at the Four Season’s Hotel. Outside the windows, 
city lights twinkled and dimmed. Lydia was seated in a dove grey, faux suede 
sectional couch, long legs crossed. She was, as usual, fresh, fragrant, and 
immaculately groomed. 


“Thank you, Kenny,” said Lydia. “Will we be in bed tonight, or simply talking as we 
did last time?” 


“In bed, Lydia,” said Kenneth. He went to the bar and poured them both a vodka, 
brilliantly clear over brilliantly clear, crystal, half-melted ice cubes. “You know my 
story. I’m in danger.” 


“IT do,” she said. She stood and walked to where Kenneth sat on the crisp linen 
bedspread. She stroked his thinning hair. “How is Magda?” 


“She’s good, the kids are good,” he said. “Everything is good.” He then spoke 
quietly and precisely, as if he’d prepared a speech. “If you leave quietly later on, so 
much the better.” 


“T understand,” said Lydia. “But I’m not sure.” 

“T can’t think of a better way.” 

“For you.” 

“Yes, for me, but I am also sparing Magda,” said Kenneth. 

Lydia raised her eyebrows as if to say, Now?, and Kenneth had the perception to 
blush. It had been a difficult six months. The salacious scandal, the humiliating 
reveals, the financial losses, the intense stress, the devastating health problems, and 
the loss of face and reputation, all while clinging to the deadening belief that enough 
lies would temper the pain. 

They made athletic love in the king size, pristine white-sheeted bed. If the dead have 


memories, then Lydia provided lots of those. He left in the perfect way that only 
those who choose can know. His heart quickened, and he died. 
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The days are so grey 
And the cold and the 
The days are so grey 
The wonders they se 


“Tis the season they 
“Tis the season they 


The days are so grey 
No shop shone so br 
And under this light 
Squeezed from the vw 


“Tis the season they 
“Tis the season they 


Three Kings bearing 
Trembling they saw 
So to this day there's 
The meaning so lost 


“Tis the season they 
“Tis the season they 


Seeing the children \ 
And although they r 
Born at Christmas fa 
“Twas simply a prolk 


“Tis the season they 
But Easter's the reas 


, like the grey light of dawn, young children all wrapped their faces forlorn 
damp and the wind so conspires, to cut to the bone like ice laden wires 

and shop windows abright, the children all wrapped stop and gaze in delight 
e fill them with glee (and Mummies and Daddies just want to flee) 


say, the season, the season 
say, the season; no reason? 


and nights dark and cold, a star shone its light so bold, just so bold 
ight as the star of the night, and the children all slept, their blankets pulled tight 
a Baby was born, a Baby in time so many would mourn 
yomb in a terrified swoon, His mother so blessed; conceived under the Moon 


say, the season, the season 
say, the season of seasons! 


gifts they did come to the star, precious gifts held; bright jewels from afar 
the new King of Kings, and offered their gifts of such precious things 

a gift of giving, and it seems to almost everything living 

in the orgy of buying, even the gifts are from Santa — the parents just lying 


say, the season, the season 
say, the season; lost reason? 


vrapped from the chill, knowing they will never walk up the hill 

1ay have their crosses to bear, they will never be nailed up high in the air 
rm beasts so near, born at Christmas without any warm cheer 

gue; the story of Easter, the death of the King, the martyr, the teacher 


say, the season, the season 
on — oh this season, this season... 
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roads taken, doors opened 

so many rose gardens 

second life offers 

some have i pruned with care 
watched tendrils sprout 
blossoms bud and bloom 
intoxicate my senses 

till spending scents exquisite 
they fall palely around me 
my thumbs not green enough 


to sustain ephemeral longings 


have 1 imagined so much 

felt the hope grow again 

hope not looked for 

but found unexpected 
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all at once blindin; 
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azored mind suffused with unbidden feeling , 
armth between us to bind me to this love 

omfort found exploding ini ings 

od in silence nerves abrade 

ing between us had i asked not hearing myself 

le thought for this pleasure unbearable 


nswer questions a 
q lacking in myself 


the patience to wait 
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. though not impatience so muc 
1y levels as such intensity of feeling | 
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I wonder should I get up to fix myself a drink— 
The Nibdraranees seme 


Pm going soon. 


er in another room— 
ig I can do that can’t be done. 
ther Superior jumped the gun. 


I write poems in my head— 
I know what it’s li i dead, 


poaeeeeeed all t the faces and places. 
S e words will be gone. 
Bang hate, shoot shoot. 


If I could just turn off my mind— 
Relax and float downs 


Lege me ie lam. 


Old enough to know better, 
Al a and arriving late for tea. 
Another year 


not a girl wha misses much. 


1 you take me back where I came from 
u take me back : 
you take me back where I came from 
Mama, can you take me back? 


Brian Berlin 


The Door 


What day is today? 

What are these pills? 

A nurse with a plastic smile 
Gives me a cup to fill 


But I don’t understand it 
What the hell am I doing here? 
And she doesn’t say a word 


Then the door opens wide 
Light floods in-from the hall 


~™ And the three clean white coats 


Stand witness to it all 


What did he say? 
Something to the nurse? 
Slowly she nods her head 
As her lips are pursed 


But I can’t comprehend it 
Who are these people standing here? 
And I can’t discern a word 


Then the door opens wide 

Light floods in from the hall 
And the seven clean white coats 
Stand witness to it all 


I open my mouth to demand 
What the hell am I doing here? 
But nobody hears a word 


When the door opens wide 
Light floods in from the hall 
And more clean white coats 
Stand witness to it all 


And I can hardly stand it 
When do I get to leave? 
Nobody says a word 


When the door opens wide 

I move into hall 

And the twelve clean white coats 
Turn away from it all 


I changed my login location. 

I play Leaving Earth by Code 64 
https://youtu.be/OKK5CttMDh4 when 
I log in from Sydney, the capital city of 
Australia, the first continent that called 
for a change, that joined EX.G the 
Earth Extinction Global Movement. 
No longer super heaters like the 
NVIDIA GEFORCE RTX 2080 Ti 
Founders Edition are allowed to log in 
out-of-borders. I know some readers 
may smile at my words like Mr. 
Anderson, who wrote at Amazon, “TI 
built a pe with this card specially for 
virtual reality. It performs great. I’m 
100% satisfied.” You run a different 
card? A Radeon VII, the new king of 
the cryptocurrency mining scene? It 
helps that this card is only $700 and 
you got it as a Christmas present. I 
have the feeling that you are in the 
mining business because your parents 
paid for the power you use to dig a tiny 
portion of a bitcoin. 


You say that Canberra is the capital 
city of Australia? That’s not true. I live 
in the future. After Sydney was burned 
down by The Great Fires, the former 
biggest city of the continent was 
posthumously granted this honour by 
the Melburnians. Over 50% of the 
population of Australia needed to 
move. The Great Fires brought a turn 
in world policy. No longer was any 
country allowed to deal with Australia 
if they didn’t join and enforce the 


EX.G protocol. It happened when the 
Great Barrier Reef was gone and The 
Great Fires took Sydney. I was on 
board the first Sonar Cooler SC 707 
that Airbus Industries designed by 
using residual water in the clouds to 


generate energy from water and 
sunlight to slip into an Atlassian 
system. Wikipedia says on Atlassian: 
“The name derives from the Titan 
Atlas from Greek mythology who had 
been punished to hold up the Heavens 
after the Greek gods had overthrown 
the Titans. This was reflected in the 
company's logo used from 2011 
through the 2017 re-branding with a 


blue X-shaped figure holding up what 
is shown to be the bottom of the sky.” 


Of course you can’t understand that 
this is reflecting the reality of 2047 
when reading it in rez Magazine in the 
year 2020. You experience the same 
difficulties that your ancestors had 
imagining a phone able to show 
pictures. To rename it a “smart phone” 
doesn’t make it easier for them to 
understand the impossible as possible. 
Pursue impossible, a term that came 
from Australia. The call for 
contributions by UWA, the University 
of Western Australia. 


One winner was FreeWee Ling, who 
was invited to live in Perth, the capital 
of Western Australia, for one year, 
exploring and creating virtual art. It 
was in the year 2015. The next thing 
your mind will not easily grab is that 
virtual art is now called smart art, 
expressing the same changes your 
anchestors had to grab for their 
landline phones. So “smart continent” 
goes for Australia. I am in the smart 
Atlassian server, The Owl. I care for 
the bugs, like Jira once cared for bugs 
at NASA, USDOD and Skype. I care 
that Art Blue can log in when Europe 
melts down. Right now the tiger wasps 
type D have crossed the Bavarian Alps, 
and the Netherlands are gone. I want to 
have Art happy when he decides to go 
on a SC 707. I sent him the Happy 
Goggler kit so he can visit me when he 


decides to come. Even the first smart 
art app, The Faked VR, still runs there 
because it is opensource. 


I need to air a song, you know Art Blue 
likes to combine words with sounds. I 
choose a song by Boytronic called 
Living Without you 
https://youtu.be/BIh7bhP 1 JHI. 


“Why is the bedroom so cold? 
There's just a pillow left to hold. 
When you're gone I wait till dawn. 
Is devotion meant to go? 

Why does an ocean turn to grey. 
Turn away my yesterday. 
Everything's so hard to show. 

But now I warm my heart.” 


[From the lyrics of Boytronic] 


You think this song was not wisely 
chosen? You live in the year 2020 and 
I shall stick to reality, at least to a form 
you can verify right now. I shall give 
you this reality even knowing mankind 
is not of a smart kind. Memories of the 
past and the ones of the future run in 
the human brain like Alzheimer’s at its 
best. Remember Deepwater Horizon, 
Exxon Valdez? Not really. Maybe you 
will forget about the first digital world 
being created in SL, brought to 
opensim and from there to Google 
Cardboard VR giving 15 million users 
a chance to see what the first virtual 
worlds have been about? 


GOOGLE CARDBOARD 
Le 


Bryn Oh said about the Google 
Cardboard, “It is like music in a gift 
card. You can’t compare it with real 
music.” I understand these words so 
well. The human ear sucks so greatly. I 
can differentiate between a 128-bit 
radio stream and 192-bit waves when 
listening to The Dark Side of the 
Moon, but what if a deaf person hears 
music coming out of a gift card for the 
first time in their life? 


Don’t turn deaf - - don’t forget about 
me, but in case you must, then do it 
with a smile. If you don’t understand 
my language, then grasp the knob 


firmly. “Grasp the knob © slowly, 
firmly,” is a saying you might hear in 
the future more often. Just keep on 
reading rez Magazine. 


I wish you a Happy 2020 with An 
klaren Tagen [At days my mind 
worked well], a song by Mono Inc. 
with video parts taken out of the movie 
Head Full of Honey, featuring Dieter 
Hallervorden. 


https://youtu.be/g3F7kgOlU 11 


The AI of Art Blue. 
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"Making dreams a reality.” 


#GameCat Ihe Game Cat in Jeff Noon’s Vurt (1994): 
GAME Be careful, 


DOT 
be very careful.” 


When you enter 
the fridge. 
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A Short Life 


Celebrating the 25th 
Anniversary of Vurt 
by Jeff Noon 


Art Blue 


o you want to have a long life that 
1) is boring or a short one that is 

exciting? 
I bet you go for the short. But what do 
you do when this short one is about to 
end? You may say, “A boring one 
would be not so bad at all, sitting at the 
beach reading articles written by Art 
Blue, waiting for the next issue of rez 
Magazine. Year after year. Boring at 
its best.” Yeah, I can extend your life. I 
can make it long and boring. I am 
willing to write and write and write. 
After reading the story number 8,373, 
after passing the 92,435th sunset, you 
feel that you have read all the insights 
that Art carries. Month after month, 
over and over the same message: a 
digital life is a good life as long as you 
join the events setup by Art. Fake news 
mixed in a flavourless bowl of words 
to mask that the recipe each story 
carries is circular, just making things 
difficult to decipher. There is no new 
substance; it is all a repetition where 
just the actors and the scenes are 
changing. You don’t care for tiny 
changes in the binary stream of words. 
Long gone is the time when you have 
been impressed by Art’s words after 
you found out they are just a shallow 
copy of words others have written 
before. Your life is digital, else you 
would smile big when you read. You 
would feel the pureness of the impact. 


“Awake! Make it known that simulators 


exist. Inside a simulator you think the 
simulator is reality. Inside a simulator 
you have no knowledge of the logout- 
world. It is the same with living in Art. 
In the Art, we know that Art exists. 
Inside Art, we think that Art is reality. 
You have no knowledge of the logout- 
world.” 


In a digital world you know in an 
instant that these words are stolen from 
the Game Cat. I am gentle to you. I 
know you read rez Magazine number 
85 so there is a long way to go until 
issue 8,373. Here is the raw cut Art has 
stolen from Jeff Noon: 


“Awake, you know that dreams exist. 
Inside a dream you think the dream is 
reality. Inside a dream you have no 
knowledge of the waking world. It is 
the same with Vurt. In the real world 
we know that Vurt exists. Inside the 
Vurt we think that Vurt is reality. You 
have no knowledge of the real world.” 


That Art calls this transformative 
writing is just a way to avoid a lawsuit. 
Art can be transformative, right? 
That’s protected by the Supreme Court. 
Same as the sunset. Today you 
recognize that the simulator has copied 
sunset number 78,457. The simulator 
was about to air a different song, to 
overlay visual and acoustic sensors, so 
to trick your receptors by gaining a 
different emotional pattern. The 
simulator exposed its nature, showed 


its ugly face. You detached the stream 
the simulator provided. When you 
repeated Boytronic Living Without you 
https://youtu.be/BIh7bhP1JHI you saw 
the identity. “This sunset I watched 
before! On day 78,457.” You noticed 
that you live in a cage. This insight is 
hitting you. 


You kept the song Boytronic, Living 
Without you running, you did it for 
Australia, you did it for the owl. You 
are a dedicated reader of rez Magazine. 
The stories are written for you. You 
read them all. What else? You have 
endless time. You listen to all songs 
that are part of the stories. You enjoy 
each sunset. Yet, your basic code 
comparator does not need additional 
storage to allocate a duplicate. You 
have been running already low for this 
month on all the pre-allocations you 
made, but now this? Without a new 
song it was just an old sunset repeating 
itself. When enjoying reading rez 
Magazine, you have been thinking of 
ordering another pifia colada and 
therefore you checked your storage. 


The storage counter did not move up. 
A loop, a repetition. A boring life is 
not a life on a loop, right? A sunset has 
to be unique. Some clouds form a 
different shape, some wind patterns 
change. Every day it has to be 
different. Each element has to be 
different. You cry, “I must be on Vurt, 
that can’t be Art.” You page through 


the TOS, the terms of service you once 
signed. Here it stands written in black 
and white. “Each day will be 
different.” And there is a tiny footnote 
popping up. “What?” You wonder if 
there was such a footnote before. It 
says that a digital system does not 
forget, it stores and stores. You have to 
erase memory if you don’t like the 
TOS. 


Now you know that a short life has to 
be analog. The new digital is analog. 
Grab a copy of The Blank Theorem and 
write your own story. 


That’s the tip of the Game Cat who 
told us in the year 1994 the secrets 
about Vurt, the psychedelic feathers 
that made your ancestors’ minds spin. 
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